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The Soldier's Photograph.

A late paper states, ha f after ne of tie re-

cent battles, a Crion soldier was found dead
beneath' a tree, with 3 photograph represent--

- .
ing three lovely children clasped in h1S life- -

less band, wuich picture, a lew moments
before he died, he was seen to igaie poa and
fondly kiss.

. i ,Becath tkt JSorcst shade j ; . , .
Tbe soldier sank to die:

TYilb. feeble hand he brushed away
The death-dam- from his eye,

And strove to gaie once" more,
-'Despite the parting pain,

Vpon those pietured.forms so dear,
He ne'er might view againV .

Each gentle child's sweet face .
T

-

Looked smiling on his own,
He almost seemed to bear once more,

Their Toices' tender tone;
. . And o"er Lis djing brain . ..

Dim memories of the past,
Came soft aasoine sweet sunset gleam,

The loveliest the last.

UiJL.' i . '.. - J X . .. .

He saw his humble home,

His children at their plays,
Their mother's dear and tender eyes

The light af other days.
, he sunshine of " sweet home "

I j

Around him seemed to beam ;

But then he waked, and knew, alas!
fwas but a dying dream.

Amid the battle's din

4 He had not fcarcd ttf die,

i Ti.j. iSut ow rang was in Lis hear ;
'

A tear-dro- p in his eye.
For oh I 'tis passing hard

From earthly life to part,
When both of love's soft twiniug arms

J ' ; Are clinging round the heart.

. The souls that dwell alone,
The cold, unloving brave,

May sternly mock death's icy dart,.
f i r-- . ' f'or shudder at the grave ' '

But his the bitter pang
That wakes the hollow moan,

Who knows that dear and loviug hearts
, , Lie bleeding with Lis on tu.

a K . . i t ' '
'Twas thus the soldier felt :

Tot still his failing sight
Strove faint to trace those pictured forms,

Amid death's coming night.
. Tpon their features dear - ,

He fondly bowed his head,
And, as he kissed them, with a sigh

The soldier's spirit fled.
Saturday Evening J'ott. FRANK.

Deacon Thorne's Disloyalty.

BY SARAH A. DYER.

Evening closed darkly around the old gray L

farmhouse on the hillside, only a faint line
of light, where the western sky met the earth,
telling of the glories of the vanished day.
Through the dusky gloom came the glimmer
of the lamps Trom the large kitchen, where

v-- th4nDjily we gajhored round the cozy fire- -
place ; "the Deacon and his sons, together with
George Stanley, a young neighbor, discussing--

politics: Minnie Ins daughter, the rosiest
and prettiest of village girls, paring apples
quite contentedly,- - wnHe in the back-groun-

Mrs. Thorne 'sat knitting, her eyes fixed on
the beautiful forms w hich the embers were
assuming.

The Deacon was getting excited. His eyes
flashed, and he spoke in angry tones.

" Don't talk to me, sir; it's an unjust war,
a fratricidal war, a war cursed by man, and
by the Creator. The institution of Slavery,
ordained by Jehovah, shall, stand while time
continues. Sooner than see my sons engage
in this wicked crusade against it, I would fol-

low them to the grave. Never with my coa- -
sent shall they enter the ranks of the Union

PfyH o r-- ' "

f tjriOV'f4"" JnIe Thorn raised his
eyes appealing. For months this had been
the grand dream of his evister.e?. 'Twas. so
noble, he thought, to suffer, and die if nesd'' be," for. the liberty: his forefathers had be-

queathed to their sons unstained. He was
young and impulsive, and the tears rose to
his eyea ns he walked to the , window, and,
Btbbd looking out into 'the' night.'

"No," resumed the Deacon, "my boys are
not going to the war. I have done all in my
power to discourage enlistments, and I shall
continue to do so. The man who dona the

' Federal uniform Bt such 'a time,'an9 iu such
a cause, is no friend of, mine."
" I'm sorry, sir" George Stanley was speak-

ing now" for I feel it my duty to go. My
grandsire fell in the old war of the Revolu-
tion, and I should despise myself should his
descendants prove beneath him in valor and
patriotism.- - I could not stay idly at home,
and retain my I shall enlist,
but I thought, sir, maybe you'd give me Min-- j

I went f we've so

The Deacon answered him sneeringly : " So
you, too, have caught the war fever. I gave
you credit fir possessing more sense. Mark
my words, George Stanley Minnie shall
never be yonrs if you enter the service '
never with my consent, and she dare not draw
my curse upon her by disobeying me. A man

, io is dishonorable enough to. fight in such
r cause deservts pothing but contempt. 'J

I , . .'.'"I thinks you'rej too severe in.yonr remarks,
father," said Davie Thorne, in a determined
tone. "I believe that love of country is sec-
ond only to Ioyh for theMaker. 1 had rather
go with your consent, but if you will not give
it, I must go without it. Jamie is toojonng

tS i for Jlhe. hardships of eatpp jifc--h- e; jran stay
with you on the farm, and I shall enlist with
George. I know that my presence will be
disagreeable to yon, now that I have come to
this decision, and I will aot trouble you
longer. Good-by- mother; good-by- e, Minnie;"
and Davie Thorneras gone.

The next day there was another change at
tbe old farm-hous- e. Jamie had disappeared.
All day long the Deacon paced to' and fro with
clouded brow, ajvd when at nicht. word was
brought that his pet son had enlisted, his
rage waa too deep .fur words. " Never men-
tion tke'r names again," he said to his wife
nj daughter, "Henceforth they are dead to

f au. I have oo sous.''
The toys passed quietly on. until the spring-- ,'

e scattered blossonn and fragranceall over
tbe and. Then came those hours of doubt
and despair, which the stricken, throughout
(he length and "breadth of have
endured. They were ended by a letter in
Jamie's frafftcrboyirii hand. " Dear mother"

it ran "our regiment suffered terribly
m i$tieitetittl. ; Gforesaad I escaped un-

injured,' but Davie is dead. God help you,
mother. I know how you suffer,"

71 --After Uiii the glosm the Deacon's face
deepened, but he showed no sign of relent-
ing.

.Another year at prayerful sorrow and pa-
tient waiting passed by. Then came the raid
into Pennsylvania the raid which did more
to rouse the latent spirit and patriotism of
the North than winning many a victory. One

. evening a neighbor came hurriedly along the
-- rrfl'iy TOa"!,-

- and up the little wuHcr " The

rebels are coming. Deacon," he exclaimed.
"They're down at the South Forks We have
only time to escape J"

I tliink there will be no danger." was the
cool reply. " At tiny rate I shall ty and
guard my property, The women can go with
you if they choose,-- although they will prob-
ably be as safe here as elsewhere."

Half an hour later motley "procession
wound away ver the Jillls, on the road to
safety and security. Deacon Thorne bade
his wife and daughters kind good-by- e, and
returned to. his post of watchfulness.

On 'they came, the' minions of slavery,
.lighting their path by the lurid glare ef
burning houses. The Deacon saw (he names

'rbtrrsrtng forth in gorgeous splendor against
tbe fkvwith , stnioge thrill of awe and ex- -
uliaf ion.

'"May such beThe fate of alT the "enemies
of slavery ! " he said, half aloud. Nearer
and nearer they came-- . - Along the dusty road
the shouts of the advanciugcolumn, the tramp
f armed men, and theUsh ef imukairy

were blended in wildest confusion. Alone
and unarmed, he advanced to meet them.
. ' You are welcome," he 'said ; "I have sym-
pathized with you in your struggles; lam
with 70a heart and soul ; all I ask is that my
borne shall be unmolested."

"Impossible, sir,u answered the leader of
the rebel column. " Our orders are to destroy
all that lies in our path. It matters not on
which aide you nre, your buildings must go
to add to tie bonfire which is lighting the
souls of the hellish Yankees down to perdi-
tion."

Calmly the Deacon stood by, and saw the
torch applied to his bursting barns and gran-
aries; but a quiver of agony passed over his
countenance- - as hesaw the old homestead, the
home of his fathers, consigned to the devour-
ing element.

Fire! fire! and the old house, from its
ancient gables to the mossy sills, burst forth
into a glare that lighted tip tbe heavens for
miles around. It waved and rose on the bil-
lows of flame, then fell with a loud crash,
sending up in to the air i million fragments
of lurid light. Ah ! a new home may arise
from the ashes of the old, joy and love may
gather round its hearthstone-- , but it can never,
never be dear to his heart as that to which he
brought his brido in ber youthful beauty, in
which his children have grown from infancy
to manhood and womanhood.

By the side of the expiring embers Deacon
Tlorne learned many a stern lesson; and
when the morning sun looked down the des-ot- at

hillside, which but the day before was
'covered with !ife1iud brantr, a man, true and
loyal, in whose heart a vow of eternal enmity
against the foul fiend, Slavery, had been reg-
istered, welcomed its costing.

Gettysburg! the name immortal in our
country s airaal. All day the fight had raged
fiercelyuncontrollahly. Among the thous-
ands of brave men who rushed forward to the
rescue, none fought more earnestly and de-- t

rminedly than Jamie Thome. George Stan-
ley was not in the fight; the insidious camp
fevevhad- - stmwk Win down iu his strength,
and i u. A distant haspital.hc struggled against
death.

"Fortune--- seemed to smile upon the little
hero. Janiie. His comrades fell around him
011 every' side"; bur he remained uninjured
until the close of the first day's battle; then
as our ntfbie,' cxlfausted troops, who for so
long had held double their nunibeus at bay,
were compelled to fall back, a ball struck him,
and he fell. . When, a few days later, his
father, who had hastened to hiiu, stood by
his.side, Jamie extended' his oue handj say-tu-g

: ..

"Never mind, father, if g all for the coun
try : jny. other arm must do double service.
Andv now,, father,, vtill you givo Minnie to
George ? "
, Jamie rose from the easy chair, and laid
his band on the Deacon's shoulder. The tall,
pale soldier opposite listened eagerly for the
reply.

"Forgive iae, George, for the wild words
uttered in a moment of madness," he said,
humbled. " I am proud of you, mv boys.
What Davie's death begun, the rebel raid fin
ished.' ittavght me how precious was the
Union I had scorned. Minnie is yours,
George; she is. worthy of you. As for me,
I have now. an object in life. The country I
have betrayed needs my assistance. As the
only atonement I can make for past disloval
words and deeds, I shall enlist. ' 'an't you
bid me Go3 speed?"

Among all the brave men who have de-

voted their lives to the object "of crushing this
wicked rebellion, not one is more loyal or
daring thari he who writes his name " Private
Moses TJiorpe, aged fifty -

How to Fatten Poultry.

A little more attention than is usually paid
to the fattening of poultry, will certainly pay
welL The experience of every fartner demoa-strate- s

this very clearly. Fat poultry always
commands a better price, pound for pound,
than lean, the difference in price obtained
more than compensating for the cost of fat-

tening. The following fronf the London
Poultry CTs6nicif,should be read attentively
by those whoTiave poultry which they design
sending to market. Try the experiment, at
all eventsrand our word-f- or it, you-wil- l find
not only a more ready sale, but prices that
will remunerate you for your trouble and ad-

ditional expense : i

It must always be borne in mind that fat-
tening means only what it implies. It is, in
table phrase, adding fat to lean. It is useless
to put up a skeleton, however healthy, and to
fancy that good meat will be put on by feed-
ing in confinement. As we wish to write fa-

miliarly, we will say the lean meat must be
made while the bird is running at' liberty,
Another error against which we must warn,
our readers is the idea that any amount of
feeding will make a hard fpwl tender. Hard
ness --is the rosult ef age, and
between " old and " not very old is. after a
certain age, nonsense, so far as eating is con
cerned. A towl is an old one at ten months
as certainly as at the end of ten years.

Promising, then, the birds put up to fatten
shall be young say sixteen or eighteen, or
evctf twenty weeks oil, and fleshy three,
weeks' confinement ought to make them very
good. ' We do not advise cramming under or-

dinary circumstances. It is good where fowls
are iiffended for-- market,-bt- it it is hardly ne-
cessary for home consumption:- - If a coop be
made tor twelve or eighteen fowls, and four1
are put into it, they will not fatten there
will be too much room. The birds must have
room to stand up .and to shift their position,
but not to move about." They should be fed
three times per day ; their food should be
grot:ni oats, or oatmeal mixed with milk of
such consistence that when laid on a board
in front of the crop it will not run off. The
food should be fresh mixed each time, and no
more should be given than will be eaten clean
at each meal. If the day's consumption is
placed at once before the bird, it eats to re- -
pletion,, to the destruction the
food turns Bour, and theft it takes a distaste
and does badly. Thofa4.tcnitg-fowl- s must be
fed every morning at daybreak ; they must be
covered up warm at night, and protected from
cold by day. They should fatten in three
weeks. If they have 'Stale food, if they are
fed irregularly, if they are kept in draughts
and places where they are not protected from
cold, if they are allowed to see other fowls
running about, they will not fatten.

TnE lawyer who led a bill cut an acqJdinl-snce'sp-

a hair," made an entry, got np a
case, framed an indictment, impanneled a
jury, put them into a box, nailed a witness,
1 amracrcd a judge, and Viored a whole court,
all in one day, has sinco laid down law and
turned carpenter.

A splexdi? specimen Of orthography is
seea in tit window of. a beerhouse in the
neighborhood of Sheep atreetj Birmingham,
viz; "table Bear Sowld Hear tuppeno a
CwaiO

A Soldier's Portrait.
Draped in your honored stars and stripes,

It tells us the olden story;
Another brave young patriot passed

Through duty on to glory.

A face to make a household glad ;

Eyes full of love's assurance,
Lips curved to speak tbe gentle word;

Or tell the heart's endurance.

' 0, mother, sitting in the shade
Of this divine affliction,

This pictured face may be to thee
A daily benediction.

May fold thee in a finer life
Beyond the world's illusion,

Where the calm twilight of the soul
Will never know intrusion.

No more for him the weary march,
For thee no weary waiting;

Be patient, these yoi.ng martyrs are
Divinest truths translating.

[Written for the Sentinel.]

THROUGH MISTS.
BY JENNIE CAULFIELD.

[Continued.]

This was said so innocently that it would
have been impossible to conceive any latent
poignancy. Marion was not in the least
discomposed. I liked the way in which the
little lady said this, and set down a high spirit
to her credit at once. As there were other
visitors, my room was given up to Marion,
and I shared Clara's. I had her to myself
then.

"Wasn't it strange ?:' Clara asked that
night, as she brushed her hair.

"What, Marion's freak?"
"Yes, the unnatural. She has not kept up

a correspondence with us."
" She has given better proof of her affection

in a more practical form."
"Miss Pardoe will hardly relish having a

substitue; that is a thing she detests, and Ma-

rion's health does not seem so dreadfully im-

paired as to warrant such an utter disregard
of her old friend's prejudices."

" But I do not think she is dependent upon
her 6alary now, Fidget. I assisted her to un-

pack, and such a wardrobe! W'hy, her trunks
are complete Noah's arks. She was laughing
over the old trinkets the giris had given her

collars, handkerchiefs, undcrsleeves, sacks,
books, breastpins, rings, ."

"Did she call them bribes?" asked Clara.
"No, I think she told me they were marks

of the esteem in which she was held by her
schoolmates."

"She is quite a favorite with papa, I sec,"
said Clara, "and Mr. Chase is certainly struck;
I never saw anything as rapid in my life."

"She is, certainly. Has shea mother or
any relative ? " .

"That remains a mystery. The girls used
to say a washwoman of Westville, whom she
certainly resembles, was her mother; but Ma-

rion flatly denied it, and threatened to report
the girls, so it was hushed up."

"I thought that venerable old Mr. Mayo,

who used to call on her, was a distant rela-

tive."
"Miss Pardoe said he was not. You know

I took such a fancy to him, and did you know
that it was he who sent that jar of preserves
because I said I wanted to go home to tea once
again, when we had heen surfeited on cracked
wheat. Well, Marion is a beauty, at all events,
and will win hearts of course."

" She is better preserved than Minerva."
Marion always avoided mention of Minerva,

when we were alone, so she turned away to

put up her brush, and said with a manner
that spoke plainly the ending of the subject:

"Well, we must make her short visit as
pleasant to her as we can, since she has come

sucb a distance." -

" " Oh, Fidget, dear ! " I burst forth, suddenly
recollecting, " I encountered twolovers in the
park

" What an unusual prospect for this season.
Are you sure were they placarded?"

"No; but a sagacious instinct ferrets into
the very core of things at once," I said.

" What stunning lovers! Was it a test of
affection were they clad in fur ? "

" No, dear ; the gentleman was dressed com-

fortably in broadcloth, and the lady wore a
drab travcliug-dres- s and mantel and, furs."

" " A mautel and furs! What taste the Psyche
displayed! No, it was some, pretty nurse-gir- l

airing her sick mistress' furs."
"No such a thing, Fidget, for a shower of

golden curls fell upon her victorine as would
hare tempted tho scissors of any modern De-

lilah."
" Did you see her face ? "
" No. It was concealed by a provoking blue

veil."
"Then she was very ugly, be assured. And

what of all this ? "
" I am am sure I don't know. I have no

idea why it should have impressed me so, or
that I should 'have been led to repeat to you
what I eaw, unless that her traveiing-dres- s

resembled some one's that I had seen before."
"Let us," said Clara, laughing at me, "jot

it down in our journals as the '.Mysterious In-
cident,' or the 'Lady in the Drab Traveling-dres- s

and the Blue Veil !' "
We talked of her no more that night, al-

though I dreamed of her.
The next three weeks were given over and

entirely devoted to Miss Marion Burton. She
was a tremendous sensation, a meteor unher-
alded, shooting athwart the heavens. No-
twithstanding the number of silly moths who
would fain h.ive been scorched in the dazzling
light of her smile, she would accept of no es
cort but a sober old married man Mr. Brown,
lor instance, fclie sought conquests.

" Hoir extremely reserved your freind is,"
said Mr. Charles to me, as we set off for the
opera one night.

"Yes, rather retiring," I said-- .

' I suppose, in your intimacy, you have be
come so accustomed to this trait that you have
censeu to see it in that exaggerated light in
which we behold it."

Because of a lurking sarcasm in hit tone, I
was silent.

"She has a perfect face," he said again,
" perfect in feature and coloring, has she
not?" -

"Yes, indeed," I Said warmly, determined
he should not pry into my secret thoughts, and
crowded myself into the corner of the carriage
so that my face Bhould not be revealed, " and
she bus a winning sweetness of expression
that would beautify the commonest face."

"That," said he, "is an index to a happy
heart."

" I think the face of Josephine, which you
showed' mo the other evening, had it. Was
she happy then ? "

" He smiled and leaned forward "I suppose
your knowledge i f her character causes you to
see that in her face which is not discernible,
to strangers. Josephine had the essentials of
happiness within her heart." He was looking
down into my eyes with an earnest) truthful

expression, searching my dissimulation :

"Pardon me, little girl, may I say that Clara
and I have an understanding that we arc al-

ways to he friends, and, in order to keep our
faith, we are to accept the faults of one another,
so that we find no cause foranger, or estrange-
ment, and I am ambitious to stand upon the
same footing with Clara's friend, even though
I speak my mind about her associates." He
extended his hand across to me, and, with a
thrill of pleasure, I laid mine in it. " I think," '

he continued, "if you saw a little girl astray in
the dark streets, and you, above any of those
who passed it by, possessed a key to its con-
fidence, that you would turn aside to lead it
home."

"I hope I would," said I; and as he fixed
his eyes upon mine, I repeated, as if I had
made a promise, " I hope I would."

" We are talkins of a beautiful face," said
he, " of a smile that you will, no more than
my friend Clara, admit has a smirk; but
flowers bloom on graves, and there is death in
that womau's heart, little girl! "

" What a sentence is that you arc solemnly
passing, Judge Charles? " asked Mr. Chase.
He had been describing his secret tour through
Switzerland to Clara, and promised her
sketches that he had made, which he found
convenient to bring next morning, with a
handsome volume of Tennyson, which he
"hoped Miss Burton would accept as a token."

"That is our secret," Mr. Charles had said
promptly ; and, without further reference to
the lady, tbe conversation became general.

But as Mr. Charles had said that this about
Marion was our secret, I was glad that an-
other seemed impressed with an accurate es-

timate of her. It really comforted me to be
assured of it, when all others seemed so de-

ceived; for Marion Burton, with all her dra-

matic power of "seeming the virtue" she
personated, was a thoroughly false woman.
Even Clara and Mrs. Brown, who held them-

selves aloof, at first, succumbed to her power
and became her dupes. Clara liked her ; she
told me so earnestly enough, and I had no
right to set my opinion against hers. Nor had
I sufficiently authentic ground upon which to
base my dislike. Clara had undertaken, one
night the very night on which Mr. Charles
had said it was "our secret" to argue me
out of my prejudices, and I was pained to find
myself so unprepared to meet her proofs of
the girl's innocence, the integrity of her in-

tentions, the justice of her actions, the purity
of her heart that was merely tinged with
our common errors its relation to humanity;
and the One who had been with us in our tri-
als and temptations had said the whole had no
need of a Physician. The imaginative founda-
tions of my disbelief in this woman were
swept away from me like the vain of delusions
of a morbid brain, and I was distressed to
tears that I had wronged her in thought, and
I could not sleep for the accusing faces which
seemed to riseout of the darknessand confront
me defiantly with clamorous tongues. And I
tried to study her after that to ascertain the
direct cause of my repugnance, but she was
so gracious to me, so forgiving to me, too, that
he grew in favor, and it was jrith sincere re-

gret that I witnessed her departure. It ws
said that she would resign at ihe close of the
term, and that Mr. Chase would doubtless visit
Westville, and that he was a happy man. And
yet Mr. Charles was his firm friend, tho re-

ceptacle of his secrets, the Father Confessor,
tho advisor of his rash youth. Still, what we
felt, our grim foreboding of evil, that which
we recognized in our hearts, romained "our
secret."

CHAPTER VII.
HENRY ALLEN.

" Clara, where have you been ? "
" Walking, dear, with Minerva."
" You are ill, Fidget, you know vou are.

What relief do you find in denying so evident
a fact? Say you are, like a good girl. With-
draw your light awhile in order that the be
nighted may pine for it. You will be care
less of your health until a tedious illness
learns you to prize it. I am impatient to
nurse you. Let me bring some cordial for
you now, you are looking like a ghost.

"But ghosts are not addicted to sipping
cordial, Don't you budge, Egie, or I will va
moose. I will rest here on the sofa awhile.
Minerva and I have been out on a shoppin;
expedition, looking up the pomps and vauity
and I have walked too far." I to'k her head
in my lap and drew my hand hastily away
from her hot forehead. " You have a raging
fever this minute."

She laughed.
"Now, when I acquaint you with the fact

that Henry Allen is a practicing physician
here, you will be quite made up. No wonder
you were all for writing me on the sick list.
and installing yourself nurse. Did you know
it?"

"Know it! I! nenry Allen! What do
you mean ? "

" Simply this: Minerva informs me that
Henry Allen did not return to Westville. He
has been, is, and will be herein Washington."

Clara, you astonish me ! It is impossi
ble."

" Now, Minerva saw him. Mrs. Clifford's
babe has the scarlet faver, and Dr. Blake, who
was too ill to obey the summons, sent his as-

sistant, Dr. Henry Allen. Minerva inferred
that he gained the position which the death of
Dr. Blake s brother left vacant for him through
Mr. Asbury's influence. X remember now
his hinting of such a prospect to pa."

" He has behaved very shabbily in not call-
ing all winter."

" Minerva says he has devoted himself ly

to business."
" Do you mean that as an excuse for him ? "
"Egie, don't speak in that tone. Don't

look so, you hurt me. It is a bitter, bitter
thing to be disappointed in a friend. Do you
think we gave him any cause of offense while
with us ? "

"I am sure his prolonged stay was a flat
contradiction."

" I hope my fears are groundless. But I
knew him so well. He was so
so painfully alive to his want of position and
money, and the house was so crowded, my
time so occupied, Tom Chase bored her to death,
he said he discovered the direction of the wind
and was intent upon annihilating him. I
wish Mr. Chase had been there to save us all.
I did not know it. Egie, I meant to be
his frie"nd."

"And so you were, Clara, and he is nn un-
grateful but did he trouble to ask any ques
tions respecting those who had been kind
friends."

" No, he made some slight reference to that
foolish rumor respecting Mr. Charleeand my-
self, and she said she had heard it whispered.
That wag all."

" But wouldn't have been all, if Minerva a

as the party concerned. That woman would
not turn over her hand to save a friend. She
was swift to let me know she didn't believe it."

We were interrupted by the entrance of
Mrs. Brown. "Dear, dear, what is up, girls,
you look as down as Millenarians taken una-
wares. Is the whole world crazy? The
strangest, most unaccountable things arc hap-
pening y. I wrote a letter to ma, directed
it to myself, here in Washington, stamped and
sent it to the post. Mr. Brown wore Mr.
Charles' hat away and took his own in his
hand, thinking he had nn umbrella I
do believe. And after wearing my lungs
calling you I discover you closeted in here.
I will know what yon have been up to."

There was no help for it but to tell her that
which we had hoped to keep ns our secret. 1

bad seldom seen the little lady so indignant,
tbe angry flush on her cheek enhanced the
beauty of her face, nnd her little figure was in
drawn up to its full bight which was majestic
only in good intention. She went off in a vio-
lent little fury of speeches, rather comical
than otherwise, ending with "he w a detesta-
ble, contemptible old spongcy. We will cut a
bin acquaintance, Clara. Miss Marshall, of
coumo, will be governed by her own sense of I
rijrbt." if

"I think he has cut us, little mother," Clara
said, and got tip and wcntoC I waB obliged
to remain and be entertained by Mrs. Brown's
comments upon Mr. Allen; until her husband's
step was heard in the hall, and she hastened to
in spite of my efforts tS dissuade her (for I to

was extremely nervous as-t- the effect of her
dissilient wrath upon her liege lord), to in-
form him of the erring gentleman's misbe-
havior.

I found Clara in a feverish exeitemcnt. "If
I had waited to tell him. Oh, Egie, he will
see it in such an exaggerated light."

" Don't worry, Fidget, dear, this is a cloud
no bigger than a man's hand, but not the des-
tined forerunner of a storm the sunset will
be red. Henry Allen will himself explain
matters satisfactorily."

She sat with a Wank, stony face, a minute.
" The very fact that of his poverty led to the
course he pursued. He is not your friend any
longer."

"You need not to have reminded me I
knew iu" She said the words steadily and
calmly before I could edge in another sentence,
rising with her usual manner, as she did so
you would not have guessed the cankered
wound I had probed. Only she said, casting
her eyes upon the various luxuries that met
her gaze in every direction, " I wish I was a
beggar." She was quiet ever after that, al-

ways in the trials that fell to her lot, the test-
ing fires through which her soul passed puri-
fied. The sun went under clouds, the wind
rose and rattled the windows and whistled
round the house the February wind prepar-
ing for a March frolic. We shuddered and
drew nearer the great fire, Clara taking from
her basket some ruffling, that handy needle-
work so closely allied to the basket, as thimble,
or thread, or needle. I made a miserable ef-
fort at bantering. "It would be more agreeble
to be a beggar now than earlier in the season,
the spring is so nigh at hand." She com-
menced humming vigorously. I watched her
a minute or so. Those small, white, beautiful
shaped hands. She must never be a poor
man's wife, never.

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

Reasons for Being Exempted.

From an original letter addressed to " Mis-

ter Kapting Moore Esq., Provo Marshalle &

Eommandcr of the Draf, Lexington, Ky," and
indorsed on the back : "Dere sur, ef Mr.
George don't hand you this, you will find it
in the PostofSce ! "

POOLEVILLE, December 18th, 1863.
Dere Kaptixg : Owin to the kiffacult pre-

liminary which you have placed me in and
others; by your draften fixens, Ime compelcd
to rite this memorial. I kum to your town
akkordin to orders to report, but to my dis-
may I found a place kalled Sunny Side were
the only place I could git in. I stade thare
sum time a viewing of the spectaters, nntil I
were told that tbar wer sum Yung Laryers
who wer getting the peple out of dcfeculties
whareapon 1 struck abee line furone. I sune
found him. He perlitely remarked that thar
ware no defeculty about tho mater, that he
coud fix me up in no time. I wer mity well
pleazed with the way the chaptalked and wer
about to klasp him to my buzzum, when I
herd him muinbul sumthing about small fc,
I struck at oust I kne what thare feze are,
they kant fule me. I stade round 4 days and
then left fur my sanktum. After I got-ba- k I
koncludcd I would try this way of reaching
your years. Hopin that this will reche you
I will precede to the subgect mater ns the
speakers say. Sur I agree with the Ireshmen

that " one man are as guide as another and
a grate deel better " provyded he is helthy.
Sur this are a very unhealthy klimate, you
may not no it, but the merikan peple as a
boddy ar nffekted with manncy and dive-- s
diseses. If I wanted any prufe of my aser-tio-

I would site you to the fackt that niil-yu-

of dollars ar annuly expended in get-
ting up medisins and pattcnts in a hilly

form to kure the peple, yet alass,
thay ar even now fcrfully unholesume. Frum
what I her sed, you may think that I dont
konsider myself fit fude fur powder. If sich
ar your thoughts you ar rite. If I had been
permitted I coud hev ok u pied a large poortion
of yore time telin my rezens why I shude not
be maid to learn the art and horrors of war.

1st I hev a inviasible repugnence to tbe
hereing of hostyle canon. It kreates sensa-sio-

and makes the sperrif war with the flesh
sumwhat, it changes the hews of nature and
magnefys Gray-ba- x into gents of old, and
makes me to cry out with the Pott

"Hark frum the tomb the dronful sound,
My years attend the cri,"

2d Ime the oanly support of a aged & in- -
term cozen.

3d I have but 1 large to nale.
4th In time of exsitement I gets konfused &

when I were ordered to. Bhute I mite shute 1

of our own kaptings.
otn 1 tmnK you snuue let me stay at liome

nnd follcr the advise of Patrick Henry, who
tels us to Cri "Peace, Peace when thar is no
peace, ' cause my rebbel lady hum has not bin
able to run me in to the sessesh armey.

Last, I hev a Dokter. He knows me. He
thinks I ought always to took at delikate food
If in the army, to distribit sannatarey stores.
He thinks the site of hard tak would throw
me into Fits, and as he justley remarks yore
armey Dokters not bein wuth a kuss no how
kant cure tham kind of Fits, and I woud
surer be a viktim of Linkens tyreny. Dere
Kapting these ar my plees. If yore hart is
flint or aduymant the world shall no it, if on
the koutrnry you shoud respeckt the tiers of
my Cozen and the feelings of yore distressed
teller sitizin, He give you the proudest aaur
ences of my hi kousidarations.

P. L. CHOTER.

A Western Obituary.

Jem Bangs, we nre sorry to stait has de
ceased. He departed his life last munday. He
went 4th without any struggle; and such
Life, Tu Day we are as pepper-gras- s mighty
smart we are cut down like a er

of the ground. Jim kep a nise store,
which his wife now wates on. His virchews
wos numerous to behold. Many of things we
bot at his growcery, nnd we are happy to stait
to tne Rdmirin world that he never cheated,
speshully in the wate of makrel, which was
nise, and smelt sweet, nnd his survivan wife
is the same wa. We never knew him to put
sand in his sugar, though he had a big sand
bar in front of his hous; nor waiter his Lick- -
crs, tho the Ohio river run past his dore.
Piece to his remains.

POETRY.
he died in his bed,
a grate buk he red,
a prayer hoollered out, a
then turned over un2 his bed,
and durned if he didn't die lcd.

He leaves 1 wife 0 children, 1 cow 4 horses,
growcers stoar, and other quadrupeds to

mourn his loss but in the language of the
poit, his is their etirnal gain.

Artemas Ward, in a recent letter, thus
gives his idea of reorganization : ' -

I never attempted to reorganize my wife
but once. I shall never attempt it again. I'd
bin to a pubblic dinner, and had allowed
myself to be betrayed into drinkin' several
people's healths; nnd wishin' to make era as
robust as possible I continued drinking their
healths until my own became affected. Conr
sekens was, I presented myself at Betsey's
bedside late at nitcwith considerable licker
conceled about my pcrsou.

I had somehow got pcrseshun of a hosswhip
oil my way home, and retnemberin' some
cranky obsurvashun of Mrs. Ward's in the
mornin', I snapt the whip purty lively, and

a loud voice I said. Betsey, you need re-

organized ! I have come, Betsey, I contin-
ued crnckin' the whip over the bed I have
come to reorganize you I

I dreamed that nite that smnbody had laid
hosswhip over me sev'ril conscckootivo

times ; and when I woke up I found she had.
haint drunk much of 0 ny thin ' since ; and
I ever have another rcorganizin' job on

hand, I shall let it out..

Generai.lv, as soon as a man is supposed
have a little money, his wife gets too lame
walk, and must have a carriage. an

An Old Friend in a New Dress.

"HERE S A HEALTH TO THEM THAT'S
AW A'."

Lines by Robert Burns, altered and adapted
to suit the present times by James E. Mur-
doch, and dedicated" to David Gibson, Esq., of
Cincinnati, Ohio one who so truly appre-
ciates the songs and sentiments of the genial
Bard of Scotia, and whose rich and ringing
voice givs such thrilling expression to their
spirit and words. With an apology for the
liberty taken with the original song a lib-

erty which nothing .but a truly loyal object
could justify.
Here's a health to them that's awa',

And here's to them that's awa' ;
And wha would na wish guid luck to our

cause,
May never guid luck be their fa' I

It's guid to be merry and wise,
It's guid to be honest and true,

It's guid to support Columbia's cause,
And bide by the jackets of blue.

Here's a health to them that's awa',
And here's to them that's awa1 ;

Here's a health to "Auld Abe," the chief of
the clan,

And may his band never be sma', .
May liberty meet wi' success ;

May prudence protect her fra' evil ;

May traitors and tyranny tine in the mist,
And wander their way to the devil.

Here's a health to them that's awa'
And here's to them that's awa',

Here's a bumper to Chase he, the Western
laddie,

That made greenbacks as guid as th' law:
Here's freedom to him that would read,

Here's freedom to him that would write ;

There's naneerer feared that the truth should
be heard,

But they wham the truth wad indite.

Here's a health to them that's awa',
And here's to them that's awa',

Here's Eose-cra- and Grant, and wha would
them daunt,

We'll build in a hole in the wa' ;

Here's woman that's true at the heart,
Here's man that is sound at the core,

May he that would turn his button and coat,
Be turned to the back of the door.

Here's a health to them that's awa',
And here's to them that's awa' ;

Here's Abr'am Lincoln, - a chief that's na
winkin',

But bred with an ax in his paw ;

Here's friends to the stripes and stars,
Here's friends that stand by them at need ;

And wha would betray his country's cause,
May hang by the neck till he's dead.

Here's a health to them that's awa',
And here's to them that's awa' ;

Here's a health to our Uncle, to good Uncle
Sam,

His soldiers and sailors so braw;
May cruel tear soon be over,

And peace to our land come again ;

May law and unity triumph,
And banish all sorrow and pain.

Be lost.

Robert C. Schenck.
The Washington correspondent of the Bos-

ton Journal devotes the following paragraph
to our Congressman :

General Schenck heads those politicians
who have won military reputation in the war
for the suppression of the rebellion, and who
are to direct the destinies of this country dur
ing the next decade, if not longer. He is a
veteran Congressman, although only some five
and fifty years of age, for he represented a
district in his native State of Ohio in the
House for several sessions, twenty years ago.
Since then he has filled important diplomatic
positions in South America, but when the war
broke out he was President of an important
railroad line. His military services need not
be repeated here, nnd indeed t bey are eclipsed
by his defeat of Vallandigham at the polls at
a time when Ohio wavered in the faith. With
this record no wonder that the General was
made chairman of the House Military Com
raittee, and it will be found he will not fill
the position as a mere puppet, moved by West
Point strings. Ha is rather short, compactly
built, with reddish hair, a light complexion
and a commanding presence. Already he has
" faced " Mr. Thad. Stevens on a question of
military expenditure, and bis talents as a
debater will enable him to make a mark ere
the present session closes.

A Minister who loved Horses.

In the contiguous town of Lower Salem
dwelt an aged minister, by the name of Mead.
Me was all nis lite marked with eccentricity,
and about those days. of which I speak, his
mind was rendered yet more erratic by a
touch of paralysis. He was. however, still
able to preach, and on a certain Sunday, hav
ing exenangea wun my lather, he was in the
pulpit and engaged in making his opening
prayer. He had already begun his invoca
tion, when David P , who was the Jehu of
that generation, dashed by the front door upon
a horse, a clever animal, of which he was but
too proud in a full, round trot. The echo of
the clattering hoofs filled the church, which,
being of wood, was sonorous as a drum, and
arrested the attention as well of the minister
as the congregation, even before the rider had
reached it. The minister was fond of horses,
almost to frailty; and, from the first, his prac-
ticed ear perceived that the sounds came from

beast of bottom. When the animal shot by
the door, he could not restrain his admiration';
which was accordingly thrust into the very
marrow of his prayer: "We pray Thee. oh.
Lord, in n particular and peculiar manner
that ) a real tmnrt critter to forgive ns our
manifold trespasses, in a particular and pecu
liar manner, etc." Peter Parley't Own Story.

Anecdote of Lamb.

At a dinner table one cvenine. a seafarinir
guest was describinga terrifio engagement of
which he was a spectator, on board a British

r.

"While I was watchinir the effects of the
galling fire upon the masts and rigging," said
he, " there came a caunon ball, which took off thenotn legs trom a sailor who was in the shrouds.
He fell toward the deck, but at that moment
another cannon ball whizzed over us, which,
strange to say, took off both his arms, which
fell upon deck, while the poor fellow's limb-
less trunk was carried overboard."

"Heaven's!" exclaimed Lamb, who was
present, "didn't you save him?"

"No," repliel the nava! Munchausen; "he
couldn't swim, of course, and sank before as-

sistance could be rendered him."
" It was a sad, sad loss! " said Lamb mu-

singly; "if he could have been picked up
what an ornament to society he might have
become? "

arc
Some tasteful individual very correctly re-

marks, that the best lip salve in creation is a
kiss. The remedy, however, should be used
with great care, as it is very apt to bring on

I

affection of the heart.

Lookout.

The following stirring poem was aent by
Dr. Meigs, of Philadelphia, father of General
M. C. Meigs, whose vivid description of the
" Battle ia the Clouds" has become classic, to
his son, with a note, in which he says: "If
my verses were worthy of being presented to
General Hooker I should be glad to give them
to him, with the blessing of an old man, who

has many a time prayed to God ia his behalf,
and is now thankful and proud for the honor
with which his life has been crowaed."J

left, right .'.left, rightl
Left, right 5 ' March t

Steady, men! so
For silent we go

To rescue our country .fromi tyrant and foe.
Not a word, my good men sot s aonnd,
Save the tramp of your tread,"
Till you win the mountain's topmost head",

Where trenches and bulwarks stand circling
them round.

Not a ilicmt ! no hurrah!
Not a musket-sho-t,

Nor the scream of a shell,
As nearer you draw ;

Not a trumpet's blare
Nor a bugle's note,
Till, blind with the daze
Of your bayonets' blaze,

Your loud hurrah shall sound their knell.
Left, right! left, right! . i

Steady, ye freemen ! Sot
Now forward we go,

Rushingo'er theabattis, breastwork, and wall,
Victorious, in triumph o'er slavery's fall,
Shouting paeans. Io to our glorious stars !

Hurrahing loud anthems to the Red, White,
and Blue, '

As they fly with their bright constellation of
Kg". . ,'

Proclaiming to traitors and tyrants in flight
That "Victory the Wingless" dwells ever

with you.

SCRAPS.
"Where the spirit drinks till the brain is wild,

Softest grave of a thousand fears,
Where the mother's cares, like the drowsj child

Is laid asleep in flowers."

Ax active and faithfal memory doubles life;
for it brings a man upon the stage with, all
those who have made their exits.

Which requires the most courage, to look
down a precipice or in ton empty pocket-book- ?

Greatness may build a tomb, but it is good-

ness that makes the epitaph

FLOWERS.

" Each leaflet is a tiny scroll
Inscribed with boly truths,

A lesson that around the heart
Should keep the dew of youth ; "

Bright missals from angelic throngs
In every by-w- left,

How were the earth of glory shorn,
Were it of flowers bereft !

At the battle of Gettysburg" it was observed
that the volleys of grape were followed by
most copious showers of claret

Though we travel tho world overto fijd the
beautiful, we must carry it with us or' we )
find it not

The loss of a friend is like that of a limb
Time may heal tbe anguish of the wound, but
the loss can not be repaired

Troubles are like dogs, the smaller they are
the more they annoy you

Ye who are eating the apple-dumpli- and
molasses of wealth should not forget those
who are sucking the herring bones of poverty.

The man who imagined himself wise be- - ,

cause he detected some typographical errors
in a newspaper has been trying to get a per- -
pendicular view of the rainbow.

" I am astonished, my dear young lady, at
your sentiments ; you make me start." " Well,
sir, I have been waiting for you to start for
the last hour." . .

"Ma. Sxitiiers, how can you sleep so?
The sun has been up these two hours." " Wall,
what if he has ? (Hic-cup- .) He goes to bed
at dark, while I'm on a bender till midnight."

Woman is tbe morning star of infancy; Lb. day
star of manhood; the evening star of a&o. Bleu
such stars: may we bask in their influence nntil we
are sky high. -

Said Dinah to Jumbo, as they were taking a lov
ing promenade, ' What's your opinion 'bout mar
ried life, tink it be de bappient 7" Well, (ell joa,
dat 'pend altogeder on how dey enjoy deir selves."

Tna following is given as a certain remedy for
fleas on dogs : " Soak the dog fur five minutei in
camphene, and then set fire to him. The effect U
instantaneous." ,

Iv the arctic regions when the thermometer ia
beh.w zero, persons can converse at more than a
mile distant. Dr. Jamieson asserts that he heard
every word of a sermon at a dUtaoco of two miles.

W'bt should we inoorn, conscripted friends
Or quake at Draft's alarms ?

lis but the voice that Abr'am sends
To make us shoulder arms.

A Case of Catechising.

A clergyman in Maine, whowas op-
posed to having any mirth in Sunday
school, thought it injurious to all, and
unnecessary for the entertainment of
children. IIo offered to address the
school and show that they could be
well entertained seriously. I am
credibly informed that the following
dialogue ensued:

" Children, I am going to tell yon
about Peter. "Who knows who Peter
was?"

No answer.
"Can not any one those large girls
tell me who Tetcr was ? "
Still no reply. "
"Can any little boy or girl in the

school, tell me who Peter was ? ".
" I can," said & little fellow in the

further corner.
" Ah, that's a good boy. Now von

come up on the platform beside me,
and stand up in this chair, and tell
those large girls who' Peter was."

Jimmy did as he was told, and in the
shrill voice o.c childhood repeated :

" Peter, Poter, pumkin eater.
Had a wife and eouldu't keep Ber."

At this point he wa3 stopped, but
not before the full point was taken bv

school and Mother Goose's Doem
was appreciated.

Deepest Coal Mink in the World.
The coal mine of Monkwearmouth was
visited by a party of members of the
British Association, atnoti" whora
were found ladies. The depth of this
mine from the surface is 1,900 feet,
and the workings of the coal under it
extend to the distance of two miles
from the shaft. About 300 persons

employed in it; 600 tons are
mined daily. The heat at the bottom
vanes from 84 dez. to 90 iW tvv
rwnlinif orv.J U ?" ..v.,uv,.,.uu iuo miners worn in an
almost nude state.


